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The HOLLANDER

MARAIS TURNED DOWN THE RADIO, LIT A CIGAR, AND STARED
at the list in his hand. So, it had come. The German army
would march into Poland. England and France would de-
clare war. It was a wonderful code: symphonies, marches,
songs arranged in a certain order. There were perhaps a
hundred men stationed in different parts of the world who
could understand it. You had to have Kultur to understand
it: to be musically educated; to know the names of the pieces
and check them off. The time to act was near.
He went onto the stoep. Everything was the same: the
thatched huts of the natives; the corrugated-iron roofs of the
buildings, the stacks of timber; the cocoa pans travelling on
their narrow rails; the dump of sludge; the regular beat of his
dredges; strings of boys moving with shovels as they worked
on a cofferdam. He looked at his watch. They were changing
a shift. His white overseers. Everything was going on as
usual; though nothing was changed, all was changed. It was
war. He knew it. The others did not. There was something
intoxicating about such knowledge. He had a sense of power,
of drunkenness. He must see von Brandt: see him at once.
He called a boy. Then he went to his desk and sat down.
First he addressed the envelope. Then taking a sheet of note-
paper from a drawer he wrote a line, Come over at once) and
signed it, Hendrik Marais. He gave the letter to the boy,
'Take it quickly,' he said.